The Wind Over Saltdean 


by Alessa 


The First Monday 


Freshly carved into the weathered wood, the neat letters declared, This bench is dedicated to Cecil, the 
place he spent his last day. Last day? Did that mean he took the plunge off Saltdean cliff? Was Emma's 
butt on the same spot on the bench where Cecil's ass was before he leapt to his doom? These questions 
swirled in her mind as she stood and took a few hesitant steps towards the edge, her gaze searching for 
any remnants of poor Cecil's tragic fate. 


There were none. 


Despite its breathtaking beauty, the cliff held a dark reputation as a notorious suicide spot. Emma could 
never fathom why. To her, the sea cliff, with its wild winds and stomach-churning sheer drop, was her 
favourite place to be. 


Pushing her overgrown buttercup fringe away from her eyes and then shielding them against the glare 
of the sun reflected from the surface of the sea, Emma surveyed the expanse of water before her. In the 
distance, the wind turbines whirled tirelessly and above it, a mackerel sky. Her grandma used to say, 
"Change is on the horizon," whenever she saw that distinctive cloud pattern. A seagull plummeted past 
Emma and disappeared; all that was left were its cries fading into the distance. 


Emma turned her attention back to Cecil's bench, its weathered council-green paint providing a muted 
backdrop to the intricate design of two coiling black iron serpents whose tails held the wooden slatted 
backrest. These sinuous designs, with their bodies forming the elegant armrests, and their heads 
providing sturdy supports, seemed to possess a life of their own. To Emma, they were more than mere 
ornaments. She called them Wickham, the scoundrel from Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice, and 
Crawford, the womaniser from Mansfield Park. She spent all her spare time with Wickham and 
Crawford while she tirelessly seized her books from the wind's grasp and daydreamed about becoming 
a famous writer. 


Sitting on the bench with a sigh, Emma's fingers retrieved the copy of Mansfield Park. With habitual 
ease, she found the marked page and scanned the first paragraph of Austen's timeless prose. "Life 
seems but a quick succession of busy nothings," she read, the words resonating deeply within her. In 
Jane's words, Emma found refuge. They filled her with hope and peace and busy nothings to shield her 
from the school life which was pointless, dull, and invisible—a glaring incongruity to the vibrant and 
purposeful worlds presented in the pages of her favourite novels. 


A burst of colour caught her eye, prompting her to turn in its direction. Slipping too close to the edge of 
the cliff, the colour came closer and morphed into human form. 


The runner had a practical outfit decorating her gangly frame that seamlessly blended function with 
style. Black leggings with a graphene design and an orange t-shirt with a white star emblazoned across 
the chest, all topped with a black headband trapping a cascade of chestnut locks trailing behind her. 
Overall, she looked as if she'd run from the pages of a fitness magazine. 


The athletic blur jogged past the bench, with a friendly wave accompanying her passing greeting before 
she disappeared into the distance. Emma's gaze lingered on the receding figure until it became nothing 
more than a colourful speck between the line of green cliff and blue sky. Then, with a sudden change of 
mind, the figure abruptly stopped and sprinted back. 


The runner skidded to a halt beside Cecil's bench, her breaths coming in quick, ragged gasps as she 
leaned forward, hands on her knees. "You read Austen?" she managed between breaths, her voice a 
blend of excitement and exhaustion. 


Emma blinked, momentarily taken aback by the unexpected question. Should she engage with this 
seemingly eccentric stranger, feign interest in the windmills, or simply nod politely and return to her 
book? After a brief internal debate, she resolved that civility was a cornerstone of her English 
upbringing, and so she mustered a courteous response. "Yes, um... do you?" she ventured cautiously. 


Taking a seat beside her, the woman brought a faint scent of fresh deodorant mingled with the warmth 
radiating from her rosy complexion. Her tousled auburn locks were varying shades of ochre, red, and 
brown that framed a pair of eyes sparkling with the same luminous intensity as the sea stretching out 
before them. 


The runner's face seemed to light up, perhaps illuminated by the vibrant hue of her orange t-shirt. "I'm 
crazy about Jane Austen. I have all her books, and I'm a member of the Janeites," she declared. 


Emma's eyes widened with surprise, a sense of kinship blossoming within her. "Oh, so am I! English is 
my favourite subject in school—or at least it was. Our teacher was recently made redundant," a tinge of 
sadness crept into her confession as she recalled the loss of her beloved mentor. 


"T'm sorry to hear that. She must have been a wonderful teacher," the woman offered sympathetically. 


"Yeah," Emma's memory flashed back to her favourite teacher that was now forever gone from her life. 
"She was." 


The woman extended her hand in introduction. "I'm Lemon." 


Emma chuckled softly at the unexpected name. "Lemon? That's... an unusual name," she remarked 
visibly amused. 


"Yeah, my parents always said I liked them sweet, juicy, and tasty, so they dubbed me Lemon," the 
woman explained with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. 


"Sweet, juicy, and tasty?” a hint of confusion coloured Emma tone. 


"Girls," Lemon grinned. 

Emma couldn't help but laugh. "And what's your real name?" 

"Kate," Lemon replied with a shrug. 

"T think I prefer Lemon.” 

"Me too." 

"I'm Emma." 

"Emma? That's a familiar name," Lemon observed, a sign of recognition flickering in her eyes. 
"Yeah, my parents were old romantics." 

"And Austen fans," Lemon added, the pieces beginning to fall into place. 


"They were just avid literature enthusiasts. I practically grew up at the Hay Festival," Emma revealed, 
her voice tinged with fond memories of summers spent immersed in the world of books. 


"You're lucky. I spent my summers in a tipi on the edge of the New Forest. Bloody freezing it was, 
even in July," Lemon recounted with a wry grin. 


The image of Lemon in a tipi amidst the rugged beauty of the New Forest seemed oddly fitting to 
Emma. With a soft smile, she gathered her books to her chest, brushed a stray lock of hair from her 
eyes, and rose to her feet. 


"I'm afraid I have to go," she explained, with a sense of anticipation lingering in the air. Her parents 
awaited her return for tea, and the ever present spectre of homework, assignments, and projects 
relentlessly clamoured for her attention. 


Lemon joined her by standing up from the bench. Her looks emitted an undeniable allure. Whether it 
was the rosy glow of exertion on her cheeks or some other indefinable quality, she exuded an aura of 
vitality. Towering over Emma by a good head, her lithe frame spoke volumes of her dedication to 
running, a clear contrast to Emma's own sporadic encounters with P.E. classes. 


As they stood beside the bench, Emma stole a furtive glance at Lemon, finally meeting her eyes. To her 
surprise, there were flecks of gold in them that swam in a kaleidoscope of ocean colours. She must 
have gawked for far too long because Lemon said, "Genetics," as if to explain away the quirky nature 
of her eyes. 


Emma's ears burned with embarrassment. "Oh, yes, sorry, nice to meet you," she hastily stammered. 
With her head bowed against the gusts of wind that tousled her golden locks, she quickened her pace 
along the cliff's edge, towards the bus stop on the main road and the bus that was going to take her 
home. 


The Second Monday 


With deliberate strokes, Emma wrote the word Monday onto the pristine blue-lined paper, her pen 
hovering momentarily before she carefully underlined it. Beneath it, she hesitated, pondering the notion 
of beginning a diary entry. Today, she thought; start with today. But as she poised her pen to transcribe 
the mundane events of her morning routine, she faltered. The prospect of detailing the banalities of her 
daily life, like waking up, brushing her teeth, eating cornflakes, tripping over the cat, kissing mom 
goodbye, and catching the bus to school, seemed uninspiring. Yet, the elusive allure of crafting 
something more creative, more lyrical, eluded her grasp. 


After a moment of contemplation, Emma sighed and closed the notebook, her aspirations for literary 
greatness momentarily overshadowed by the weight of her own perceived mundanity. Tucking the 
journal into her school bag with a resigned air, she resolved to confront her desires with greater 
earnestness. If she harboured dreams of becoming a renowned writer, she knew she needed to get 
serious, or perhaps, as a fleeting thought crossed her mind, she simply needed to get a life. 


"Emma?" 


The unexpected sound of her name jolted Emma from her daydreams, sending her pen tumbling into 
the air. Nobody said her name on Saltdean cliff; in fact, not many people said her name, full stop. 
Someone stood blocking the sun and all that remained was a silhouette, but she knew it wasn't some 
random kid from her school. No, this person was an adult looking down at her from their height. And 
then it registered with her as she discerned familiar details—the telltale hairband, the cascade of long 
hair. 


Emma's lips curved into a smile. "Lemon. Nice to see you again." And it was. 


As Lemon moved into the shade, Emma drew in a sharp breath, her gaze lingering on the figure 
standing before her. Gone was the athletic outfit of their previous encounter, replaced instead by a 
simple billowing white blouse, its last button undone to reveal a hint of creamy skin beneath. Her hands 
disappeared into the pockets of casual jeans, but not deep enough to hide a glimpse of an elegant silver 
bracelet adorning her wrist. 


As the gusts of Saltdean wind tousled Lemon's hair, Emma couldn't help but be struck by the stylish 
transformation of the woman standing before her. She settled onto the bench beside Emma with a 
playful grin. 


"We'll have to stop meeting like this," she quipped with a hint of amusement. 
Emma couldn't help but chuckle at the remark. "Yes," she agreed. "Not running today?" 


"No, I usually reserve my runs for Tuesdays and Fridays," Lemon replied with a shrug. "I'm not much 
of a runner, really. Just trying to lose a few pounds,” she admitted with a wink. 


To Emma's eyes, Lemon appeared effortlessly beautiful just as she was, but she kept her thoughts to 
herself, offering a smile instead. 


They sat side by side in a comfortable silence punctuated only by the whisper of pages turning in 
Emma's books, the distant cry of seagulls, and the gentle caress of the wind carrying the tang of salt 
from the nearby sea. 


"T liked your, um... running outfit," Emma ventured, feeling a blush creeping into her cheeks. Despite 
her love for literature, she often sucked at the art of conversation, her self-consciousness magnified in 
the presence of someone as effortlessly charming as Lemon. 


Lemon's smile widened at the compliment. "And I like your school uniform," she swiftly returned, and 
then added, "No, really, it's adorable," after noticing Emma's blush. 


Emma nodded shyly, fully aware of her neat uniform and tie. Even her school shoes were 
embarrassingly dorky compared to Lemon's trendy red Converse. 


"So let me guess..." Lemon closed one eye and looked at Emma critically with the other. "Sixteen." 
Emma's brow furrowed in confusion. "Sixteen?" 
"Your age. Am I close?" 


Emma's gaze dropped back to her shoes. "Um, actually, I'm fourteen," a sheepish smile played at her 
lips. 


"Oh— Really?" 
"My birthday was last month," she confessed softly. 


Lemon's mouth fell open in dismay. "I was close!" she mused with a chuckle. "I mean, two years isn't 
that big of a difference, right?" she added, lifting her head to meet Emma's gaze with a playful twinkle 
in her eyes. 


There was an inexplicable affinity between Emma and Lemon, a connection that defied explanation yet 
felt undeniably real. Though Emma couldn't quite pinpoint the reason behind her fondness for the 
enigmatic stranger, she found herself drawn to Lemon's easy charm and candid manner. 


"So, what do you do when you're not running or charming schoolgirls?" she inquired with candid 
curiosity. 


Lemon's response was unexpected, yet somehow fitting for someone as unconventional as she was. 
"I'm a trapeze artist at the Sapphic Sapphire Travelling Circus in Brighton," she declared, gesturing 
vaguely in the direction of the distant coastline where Brighton Palace Pier jutted into the sea. "But 
really, I want to be a writer," she confessed with a wistful smile. 


"Join the club," Emma sighed with a hint of resignation. 
"Okay," Lemon agreed readily. 
"Okay, what?" 


"T'll join the club," Lemon reiterated. 


Emma shook her head with a chuckle. "No, no, it's just a figure of speech." 


Lemon picked up Emma's books one by one—Mansfield Park, Pride and Prejudice, and Sense and 
Sensibility. "Why not, though? We could share our passion. For Austen, I mean!" she laughed. "I'm free 
on Mondays." 


Emma felt her cheeks warming at Lemon's casual invitation. Part of her wanted to accept eagerly, to 
have an excuse to spend more time with her new friend. But another part couldn't help wondering if 
Lemon meant more by it. 


"Okay, then. We could start right now," she relented half-heartedly, reaching for her copy of Sense and 
Sensibility. "Though I have to admit, when you put it that way, it does seem like... like you might be 
hinting at something else," she gave a questioning look. 


Lemon hesitated. She held on to the book for a fleeting second, her gaze fixed on Emma's outstretched 
hand, then took a steadying breath. 


"The truth is, I do have... feelings for you, Emma, but I wasn't sure if you felt the same way, or if you 
were even interested," she started, her words trailing off as a blush crept into her cheeks. "Have you... 
Have you ever done anything like this before? Are you—" 


Emma's heart skipped a beat hearing the words said aloud. She fiddled with her bracelet as she 
gathered her courage to respond. "Yes," she admitted quietly, her voice barely above a whisper. 


She'd only known Lemon for less than an hour, but in that moment, surrounded by the tranquil beauty 
of Saltdean cliff and the gentle murmur of the sea, Emma found herself opening up to Lemon in a way 
she hadn't with anyone else. 


"At my birthday, I tried to tell my best friend I was gay," she paused and watched Lemon relax back on 
the bench, slinging one arm over the back and looking at her with recognition reflecting on her face. 
"But she hasn't spoken to me since, and the next day everyone in school knew about it." Crossing her 
arms over her chest, Emma struggled to contain the turmoil inside her. 


Lemon shook her head in understanding. "Well, that was the end of that little experiment," Emma 
concluded with a rueful smile. "I haven't said anything to anyone since. Until now," she added, her gaze 
meeting Lemon's. "You're the first to pose the question, and I'm tired of giving people the wrong 
answer." 


Lemon sat upright. "And do you have a girlfriend?" 


It was clear from Lemon's nickname that she'd had hundreds of sweet, juicy, and tasty girls, but for 
Emma, the prospect of revealing her romantic history—or lack thereof—to Lemon felt daunting. She 
herself has never experienced the bliss of having someone she could call a girlfriend. Would Lemon 
laugh at her admission, or worse, pity her for her lack of romantic flings? Emma couldn't shake the 
sense of unease that gripped her, her discomfort magnified by the unfamiliarity of their budding 
friendship. 


With a nervous shuffle, she confessed, "I've never had a girlfriend." 


But Lemon's response was surprisingly reassuring. "There's a first time for everything,” she picked up 
Sense and Sensibility, flicked through the pages, and read, "The more I know of the world, the more I 
am convinced that I shall never see a man whom I can really love." Her eyes met Emma's and held 
them for an instant. 


Emma couldn't help but agree with Austen's insight. She looked away before saying, "Miss Austen was 
sharp, you know, in mind and in wit." 


"You can see echoes of Jane in her female characters," Lemon replied. 
"Yes, I've always thought that." 


Lemon bit her lip. "If I had to, you know, make love to only one woman in my life, it'd be her," she 
confessed. 


Emma found herself unexpectedly drawn into Lemon's admission, her own fantasies about Jane Austen 
surfacing in her mind. "Oh, I... I know," she stammered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. 


"This is a very inappropriate conversation with a girl of fourteen," Lemon laughed with a playful 
twinkle in her eye. 


"Well, with Miss Austen's unique view of the world, she might approve," Emma winked at her and 
immediately regretted it; she'd never winked at anybody in her life. 


Hurriedly gathering her belongings, she got up to leave. There was a pang of reluctance at the prospect 
of leaving Lemon's company, but chemistry report and history assignments were awaiting her at home. 


"Next Monday, then?" she suggested tentatively, the idea of waiting an entire week for their next 
meeting felt unbearable. 


"Next Monday," Lemon agreed with a warm smile, slipping an arm around Emma's shoulder and 
drawing her into a warm embrace. "This two-person club of ours needs a name." 


Emma's mind raced with possibilities, but one idea stood out above the rest. "What about the Bench 
Book Club?" she proposed. 


"The BBC it is," Lemon declared with a grin, pressing a light kiss to Emma's forehead before 
sauntering off towards the cliff's edge, her hands in her pockets and her hair waving in the breeze. 


Emma watched her go, the thrill of Lemon's kiss still tickling her skin, and a newfound sense of 
belonging settling in her heart. 


The Third Monday 


The council car park, with its battered height barrier and weather-beaten boulders, was hardly a sight to 
behold. The black and white metal railing had been bashed so many times it'd turned into an upside 
down V-shape, as if marketing its resilience against the relentless onslaught of careless drivers. Around 
the edge huge misshapen boulders, with iron rings on their heads, bordered the parking area like 
discarded boat moorings. 


The brisk coastal wind tousled the hair and clothing of an occasional onlooker, while the walking path 
along the cliff's edge presented a picturesque parade of activity. Dog owners ambled leisurely with their 
canine companions, the sound of panting and playful barks mingling with the crashing waves below. A 
mother leisurely navigated her stroller with contentment and watchfulness, while an occasional tourist, 
camera in hand, paused intermittently to capture the breathtaking view of the sea stretching out 
endlessly before them. 


On this Monday afternoon, Emma walked her familiar route from school, her school bag slung over her 
shoulder as she ambled along the winding path. Her gaze drifted lazily across the expansive vista 
spread out before her—the thin clouds drifting lazily across the sky, the rhythmic undulation of the sea, 
the erratic dance of seagulls wheeling overhead, and the distant shimmer of the horizon. In the soft 
afternoon light, every blade of grass and weather-worn pebble seemed washed in the warm glow of the 
sunlight, casting elongated shadows along the path to the solitary bench atop the cliff. 


Lemon was already there, waiting for her amidst the cool sea breeze, smiling. On her head was a 
vibrant bobble hat that looked unexpectedly stylish on her, despite its orange and grey pattern standing 
out like a sore thumb. Adorning her body was a black windbreaker that billowed around her frame like 
the wings of a bird in flight. As Emma approached, Lemon rose to her feet with a welcoming smile and 
took her in a warm hug. 


"Hello." 


Yesterday, Emma told her mom about Lemon, casually bringing her up over a pan of boiling pasta. It 
amused her mother that Lemon was a trapeze artist. "What sort of career is that for a girl?" she asked, 
bewildered. "Travelling with the circus like some kind of gypsy." Yet, despite her mother's reservations, 
Emma sensed a tacit acceptance, if not understanding, in her response. She didn't push further than that, 
even though Emma said she liked Lemon. Maybe she didn't hear her. Emma spoke quietly when talking 
about other girls. 


"So, what's on the agenda, Miss BBC Chairwoman?" Lemon settled onto the bench beside Emma with 
an air of playful curiosity. 


As Emma rummaged in her school rucksack, her fingers closed around a chocolate liqueur candy, and a 
mischievous smile tugged at the corners of her lips. "Do you like chocolate?" she asked, her voice 
tinged with anticipation. 


"What kind of blasphemous question is that?" Lemon exclaimed, her eyes widening in mock horror. 
"Like chocolate? I worship chocolate. I have a shrine dedicated to it in my closet with little chocolate 
statues that I pray to daily. Of course, I like chocolate, you heathen!" 


"Then you'll like this," Emma produced the box of chocolate truffles, the shiny red cellophane paper 
glinting in the sunlight. 


"Is it coffee truffle?" 
"Nope, rum." 


Lemon's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Rum? Now you're talking," she exclaimed, reaching eagerly for 
the box. 


Selecting a truffle from the pack, Lemon couldn't help but chuckle at her audacity. "Are you trying to 
get me drunk, Miss Emma?" 


Emma laughed in response, her own fingers closing around a chocolate truffle before popping the 
sweet treat into her mouth with a satisfied grin. 


"So, what brings you here on Mondays?" Lemon inquired, squinting against the glare of the sun as she 
turned her attention back to Emma. 


"I stop here on my way home to read." 


"Tt sounds very academic," Lemon pondered her explanation. "I thought girls your age preferred 
demolishing schools and burning down libraries." 


Emma couldn't suppress a smirk at the suggestion. "I would never burn down a library," she retorted. 
"But you would demolish a school?" 

"Of course, who wouldn't?" a mock seriousness reflected in her voice. 

Lemon nodded thoughtfully. "Do your friends like books too?" 

"I... well," Emma's smile faltered slightly at the question. "I don't have many friends." 

"A cute kid like you doesn't have friends? I don't believe it." 


"They're going through their phase of avoiding queers," Emma looked at her shoes, already feeling like 
an outcast. 


"Oh, the phase?" Lemon smirked knowingly. "Don't worry, Miss Emma. 'Her own thoughts and 
reflections were habitually her best companions."" 


"You're the only person I know who can quote Austen by heart." 


"It's just one of many talents I have to make girls like you happy," she teased. 


Emma's face brightened with a blush at Lemon's words. She laughed against herself while the wind 
tossed her hair in a swirl-like pirouette. "Well, you're certainly succeeding," she admitted with a shy 
smile. 


Lemon laughed with her. "So, what is first on the BBC's agenda?" 


Clearing her throat and straightening with a sense of purpose, Emma took on the mantle of leadership. 
"We could discuss our thoughts on Jane's books in order, starting with Sense and Sensibility." 


Nodding in agreement, Lemon reached for her own copy of the book. "Okay, I'll go first," she offered, 
flipping back a page to the beginning of the novel. "Did you know that Sense and Sensibility was the 
first of Jane's books in which she used the pen name A Lady?" 


"T never knew why that was," Emma frowned in puzzlement. 


"Apparently, back then, it wasn't considered ladylike for a woman to publish work for money," Lemon 
explained with a shrug. 


"That's stupid." 


"Yeah, it is to our modern ears," Lemon jammed her elbow against her book to stop it fluttering but was 
unsuccessful; the wind over Saltdean wanted her book and her book it would have. 


Emma knew Jane's works backwards, and she was sure Lemon did, too, but in the spirit of the book 
club she asked the question, "So, what is the novel about?" 


"The book is about two sisters, Elinor and Marianne, daughters of Mr. Dashwood by his second wife. 
When their father dies, the estate passes to the older brother, John, and the girls are left with nothing." 


"You know, I wouldn't have wanted to be a girl back then," Emma mused, her thoughts drifting to a 
bygone era where societal norms dictated a woman's place in the world. 


"Not just back then. My aunt, who's sixty, says she's seen enormous changes towards women in just her 
lifetime," Lemon remarked. 


Curiosity piqued, Emma leaned in, eager to hear more. "Like what?" she prompted, her gaze fixed 
intently on Lemon. 


"She's always saying that her daughter, Margaret, has the world at her feet, whereas she had a husband 
and children at hers." 


Emma wasn't sure that she would agree that she had the world at her feet. "Please continue," she urged, 
raising her rum truffle, and bowed dramatically. 


Lemon bowed back. "Yes, Miss Emma." 


She loved that Lemon called her Miss Emma; it made her sentimental, and perhaps even a bit flustered, 
as she conjured up images of ballroom dances and white muslin dresses. 


Lemon pressed on with her explanation. "It's a story of romance and heartbreak, where the sisters 
eventually find love and happiness," she summarised. 


"With modern trappings, Jane's books could be sold today." 
"That's it! We can rewrite Austen in a modern setting," Lemon's face lit with excitement. 


Emma couldn't help but smile at her enthusiasm, even as she gently tempered her excitement. "Lemon, 
it's been done a thousand times." 


"Like what?" 


Emma racked her brain for examples of the more outlandish adaptations. "Northanger Abbey with 
vampires. Pride and Prejudice with time portals. Sense and Sensibility with iPods and Alfa Romeos. 
Do I need to go on?" 


"Oh," Lemon's face fell. 


Emma suddenly felt bad. She didn't want to leave the impression that she was making fun of her idea. 
"You could always write one, though. Who's to say it won't be a runaway success?" 


A smile tugged at Lemon's lips at the suggestion. "Why is it called Sense and Sensibility, do you 
think?" she asked, her curiosity reignited. 


"T've read that it's the balance the sisters find in life and love." 
"Right," Lemon popped a chocolate into her mouth. 


Emma hesitated for a moment, her fingers lingering over the box of rum truffles. "Actually, it's not my 
favourite," she admitted. 


"Shock horror! Why not?" she teased, accepting another rum truffle from Emma's outstretched hand. 
"T think it's a bit, um, wobbly," Emma confessed. 
"Wobbly?" 


"Yeah, I think Jane became unsure about a lady writing a novel and, compared to her other books, you 
can see that," Emma elaborated with thoughtful expression. 


Lemon considered Emma's words for a moment, her brow furrowing in contemplation. "It may be the 
first book syndrome?" she suggested. 


"And that, too." 

"It is funny, though," Lemon conceded, picking a stray crumb off her jeans. 

"Yeah, Miss Austen certainly had humour." 

"T'd call it more satirical comedy. Her observations of life's shortcomings are brilliant." 


"Oh, I agree, but I'm not sure it was noted at the time," Emma reflected, her gaze drifting to the 
horizon. 


For a few moments, they both stood in comfortable silence, their eyes drawn to the expanse of the wide 
ocean stretching out before them. The sky mirrored the water below, both painted in shades of grey that 
merged seamlessly at the horizon, blurring the line between sea and sky. 


Emma recalled reading in a book once that true comfort with someone was found in the ability to share 
silence without the need for words. And in Lemon's presence, she found herself enveloped in a sense of 
ease unlike any other. Together, they stood like solitary wanderers on the edge of the world, united in 
their shared moment of quiet reflection, their bond as vast and deep as the ocean stretching out before 
them. 


Suddenly, Lemon stirred, her eyes flicking to her wristwatch with a sense of urgency. 
"You're off?" Emma blurted out, the words tumbling from her lips before she could stop them. 


Lemon nodded, with a fleeting look of regret crossing her face as she began gathering her belongings. 
"I said I'd do the late show today, and I'm already late," she explained. 


"Okay. Yes. Of course," Emma replied, her voice strained with disappointment as she returned the 
chocolate box to her school bag. 


As Lemon leaned in to bid her farewell, Emma felt a flutter of anticipation in her chest. The kiss she 
placed on Emma's cheek lasted only a moment, but felt like an hour, before she pulled away. 


"See you next Monday," Lemon called out as she slung the bag on her shoulder, strolled away, and then 
stopped and called back. "Thanks for the rum!" 


"Um, yes, no problem," Emma laughed, and for some reason waved after Lemon as if she were a five- 
year-old. 


Lemon returned the wave with a smile of her own, her gaze lingering on Emma for a moment longer 
before blowing her a kiss and disappearing into the car park. 


Emma reached up to touch her cheek where Lemon had kissed her, the warmth still lingering there long 
after she had gone. She turned her gaze back to the horizon just as the sun started to set, casting a 
golden glow over the sea. 


The Fourth Monday 


"I thought these would be a nice change from getting tipsy on rum truffles," Lemon handed Emma a 
brightly-coloured lollipop on a stick and settled herself beside her on Cecil's bench. 


Emma accepted the lollipop with a grateful smile, the sweet scent drifting up as she unwrapped it and 
popped it into her mouth. "I like getting tipsy, but my parents would blow a fuse if they found out," she 
confessed with a hint of mischief. 


"Not just your parents. I would be demoted to a clown if they found me drunk at the circus," Lemon 
admitted with a grin. 


"Have you ever fallen from a trapeze?" Emma asked. 

"As many times as I've fallen for girls," she remarked with a wink. 

Emma couldn't help but smile at Lemon's cheeky remark. "Does it hurt?" 

"Not if you fall into the safety net... Or someone's arms." 

"I wish there were arms or safety nets in real life." 

"Or undo buttons, so even if you get hurt, you can just jump back in time," Lemon added. 


Emma smiled thoughtfully at the notion. "That would be the best. But how did you end up working in a 
circus?" 


"I was good at gymnastics," Lemon leaned back against the bench rest. "But at some point, I figured I 
couldn't make a living from going to competitions, so instead, I joined the circus." 


"It must be exciting,” Emma mused, her voice filled with admiration. "At least more exciting than 
going to school and pretending to care." 


Lemon raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. "Miss Emma, you surprise me," she 
teased, with obviously feigned outrage in her voice. "Education is not the filling of a pail, but the 
lighting of a fire." 


"Are you quoting Austen again?" Emma smirked. 
"It's Yeats this time. Do you like poetry?" 
"Not as much as prose. Do you?" 


Lemon's gaze lingered on Emma for a moment before she spoke. "Not as much as I like you, Miss 
Emma." 


There was no way of stopping blush creeping up her cheeks this time, so Emma turned her face 
towards the shore, hoping the cool sea breeze might offer some reprieve. "Do you always say things 
like that to random schoolgirls?" she mumbled with a hint of embarrassment. 


Lemon leaned in closer to brush a stray lock of Emma's golden hair from her shoulder. "Only when 
they're passionate Austen fans," she replied with a playful twinkle in her eye. "Which reminds me—we 
never got around to reading any of Sense and Sensibility last time." 


"No, too much chatting," she admitted with a shy smile, twirling the lollipop in her mouth nervously. 


"Yes," Lemon licked her lolly stick far too slowly and Emma looked at her for far too long. Lemon held 
the stick horizontally before her eyes and read, "One half of the world cannot understand the pleasures 
of the other." 


"Tt doesn't say that!" Emma protested, her laughter bubbling up despite herself. 


"Tt does. It's an Austen lolly," Lemon insisted. 


"Tt isn't!" Emma couldn't help but laugh at Lemon's antics, her cheeks still flushed with embarrassment. 
In a playful attempt to reclaim the lollipop stick, she lunged forward, but Lemon deftly pulled it away, 
causing Emma to stumble and end up sprawled across her lap, with her own lolly held aloft. 


Before Emma could even begin to process the awkwardness of the situation, Lemon gently helped her 
up, her touch surprisingly tender. 


"T'll start," Lemon declared and cleared her throat. "The family of Dashwood had long been settled in 
Sussex. Their estate was large, and their residence was at Norland Park, in the centre of their property, 
where, for many generations, they had lived in so respectable a manner, as to engage the general good 
opinion of their surrounding acquaint—" 


"Stop! Pass me the book," Emma interrupted. 
"No! Why?" 

"Impatience." 

"For what?" Lemon wanted to know. 


"For this," Emma declared triumphantly, taking the book from Lemon and deftly flipping through its 
worn pages until she reached chapter ten, her finger tracing the lines until it settled on the second page. 


Taking the lollipop out of her mouth, she began to read aloud, her voice steady and sure, "Willoughby 
was a young man of good abilities, quick imagination, lively spirits, and open, affectionate manners. 
He was exactly formed to engage Marianne's heart; for, with all this, he joined not only a captivating 
person, but a natural ardour of mind, which was now roused and increased by the example of her own, 
and which recommended him to her affection beyond everything else." 


Closing the book with a soft thud, Emma glanced up at Lemon with a thoughtful expression. 
"Willoughby, dashing, handsome, and rich, is the perfect lover for romantic Marianne. He fits into a 
Willoughby-shaped hole in her heart," she remarked with a hint of amusement. 


Lemon regarded her with a curious expression. "Do you think everyone has a perfect-person-shaped 
hole in their heart?" she asked. 


"Oh, absolutely," Emma replied without hesitation, her conviction evident in her voice. 
"Okay, what shape is yours?" 
"Girl-shaped," Emma answered readily, her cheeks flushing slightly at the admission. 


Lemon laughed, nodding in understanding. Then, with a sudden change in tone, she asked, "Will you 
tell your parents?" 


Emma's smile faltered slightly at the reminder, her expression turning thoughtful. "One day, and it'll 
have to be soon," she admitted with a half-smile. "I'm running out of ways to explain my lack of 
interest in boys." 


Lemon rose from the bench, offering Emma a reassuring smile. "If you ever need someone to hold your 
back, count me in." 


"Thanks," Emma replied with a sigh. 


Lemon's touch was like a gentle caress, her fingers intertwining with Emma's own as she peered at her 
from beneath the tousled cascade of her fringe. With a tenderness, she pressed her lips to each of 
Emma's fingers, bestowing upon them a reverence fit for adoring jewels. 


Emma couldn't suppress the shiver that raced down her spine at the intimate gesture, feeling as though 
she had stumbled into the pages of a captivating romance novel. "Quite a chilly wind," she remarked to 
cover the blaring effect Lemon's kiss had stirred within her. 


"Yes, it is," she agreed, her gaze lingering on Emma's face. 
Don't leave, don't leave, Emma's mind pleaded silently, but her lips said, "Next week?" 
Lemon pulled her bobble hat around her ears. "I look forward to it." 


For Emma, the few precious hours on Saltdean cliff had become a lifeline, a sanctuary away from the 
mundane routine of daily life. When it wasn't Monday, she found herself lost in daydreams of their next 
Monday meeting, eagerly counting down the hours until Lemon's arrival. And when Monday finally 
dawned, she would arrive early just so she could watch Lemon walk towards her. 


The Fifth Monday 


"Emma or Pride and Prejudice?" Lemon's voice broke the tranquillity. They were strolling along the 
winding cliff path, as Lemon's question hung in the air like a gentle breeze, weaving through the hazy 
day. The warmth of the sun kissed their skin, and the distant sound of waves crashing against the shore 
added a melodic rhythm to their conversation. 


"Definitely Emma," Emma replied with a smile. She watched Lemon's graceful stride, her arms 
swinging in sync with her steps, and tried to match her pace. "It's a timeless favourite, isn't it?" 


"Because it contains your namesake?" 


"Yes, there is that, but I believe it's everyone's favourite and the most popular." 


W 


"Ah, Miss Emma. She captures hearts effortlessly," Lemon remarked, her eyes twinkling with 


amusement. 


"I have played the Box Hill picnic scene over and over," Emma confessed with a laugh. "The pause 
button on my remote is worn out!" 


Lemon rolled her eyes. "I can picture you in your room, propped on the bed as you watch it, 
hypnotised." 


"Of course," Emma laughed. "It can't be done any other way." 


As they approached Cecil's bench, a lone seagull perched upon it, seemingly claiming it as its own. 
Emma waved it away before settling down on the weathered wood, stretching her arms behind her on 
the bench's backrest. 


Lemon moved into the space beside her, placed a hand behind her shoulder and leaned in. She hovered 
with a faint smell of amber and roses, her breath on Emma's cheek, and watched her with obvious 
devotion in her eyes. 


Emma felt a surge of warmth spread through her at the closeness, her heart quickening in her chest. She 
instinctively began to lower her hands, but Lemon's soft words stopped her. 


"No," Lemon murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "Leave them up." 


Emma hesitated for a moment before complying with Lemon's request, her fingers clinging to the 
backrest. With her heart in her throat, her fingers held tighter to the back rest, sensing the goose bumps 
rise on her nape. The anticipation of what was to come stirred butterflies in her stomach. 


At first, Lemon's lips barely touched hers, as if she were made of smoke and dreams, a perfect fantasy 
that only happens in fairy tales. As Emma quivered beneath her touch, Lemon's kiss enveloped her, 
pressing her back into the bench rest. 


Emma had been kissed before but never like this. Previous kisses paled in comparison to this moment; 
it was as if the mere contact of their skin sent a symphony of sensation coursing through every fibre of 
Emma's being. There was no need for anything else, no extraneous touch or gesture; just the meeting of 
their lips. 


This kiss was the most passionate thing that had ever happened to her. It left her feeling exposed yet 
intimately entwined, as though she had unearthed a new realm of connection unlike anything she had 
experienced before. 


When Lemon drew back, she enfolded Emma in an embrace that stole the very breath from her lungs. 


On that fifth Monday, there were no readings of passages, no discussions of sentence structure, and no 
analyses of social etiquette. No longer were there the gentle whispers of the breeze or the distant cries 
of seagulls—there was only Lemon, her lips locking with Emma's, her hand tracing tender patterns on 
Emma's thigh, her fingers entwining themselves in Emma's locks, her warm breath dancing across 
Emma's cold cheek, and the soft murmur of her voice caressing Emma's little ear. Each brush of 
Lemon's fingertips sent a cascade of tingles rippling through the depths of Emma's stomach, igniting a 
wildfire of sensation with every fleeting touch. 


They said goodbye twenty times, laughing more each time they said it. Lemon would walk away, only 
to hurry back to cup Emma's face in her hands for one final, lingering kiss. 


"Next Monday," she whispered and finally strolled away. 


Emma's legs shook beneath her as she made her way to her regular bus stop, her gaze unable to focus 
on the path ahead. Yet, despite the whirlwind of emotions that engulfed her, an irrepressible grin 
remained etched upon her lips. 


The Sixth Monday 


The sky darkened and creased like a grey wool blanket, while the sea surged and roared against the 
rugged cliffs below. Silence descended around them like a heavy shroud, swallowing every sound in its 
embrace, as torrents of rain lashed out from all directions, whipped into a frenzy by the relentless 
assault of the wind. 


Gathering her things with a sense of urgency, Emma hunkered down against the storm when Lemon 
shouted, "The car!" 


They dashed along the path, their laughter mingling with the splashes of water as they navigated 
through puddles like carefree children. Nobody has ever died due to being wet, but being blown off the 
cliff was another matter. 


Breathing hard, Lemon pushed the key into the lock of her car door, turned, yanked it open and fell 
onto the driver's seat. Reaching over, she opened the passenger door for Emma, who fell in a sodden 
heap. 


"Bloody hell, that was a close call," Lemon panted. 
"The weather in Saltdean has a mind of its own." 
"You don't say." 


As the windows slowly fogged up, obscuring the raging storm outside, the haunting melody of the wind 
reminded them of the drenching battle being waged beyond the safety of their little shelter. 


Reaching behind her, Lemon grabbed a blanket and handed it to Emma. "Here. You should... um, get 
out of those wet clothes." 


With a shy blush, Emma took off her sodden school uniform, the cool air prickling against her exposed 
skin. "Did you order this storm just so you could see me naked?" she teased. 


Lemon chuckled softly. "As tempting as that sounds, I'm afraid I can't take credit for Mother Nature's 
whims." 


Returning Lemon's gaze with a playful twinkle in her eye, Emma reached for the offered blanket and 
draped it over herself. "And what about you? Planning to join me in the impromptu nudist party?" 


With a mischievous grin, Lemon nodded towards the back seat. "Would you like to?" 


Those few words hung in the air like a promise waiting to be fulfilled. Emma wasted no time in 
accepting the invitation, scrambling eagerly into the back seat of the car alongside Lemon. They sat so 
close, a sheet of paper couldn't have squeezed between them. The warmth of their bodies radiated in the 
confined space. Lemon's arm found its way around Emma's shoulders, drawing her close beneath the 
comforting embrace of a blanket, while the other rested on Emma's knee. 


"Miss Emma," her voice was a soft whisper, charged with anticipation. "If you'd like, I can be your 
girlfriend and lover." 


Emma's heart leapt at the suggestion. Girlfriend? Lover? The words echoed in her mind like a sweet 
melody. Oh yes, yes, her head screamed, but her mouth whispered, "Please," with a quiet but fervent 
affirmation. She was mesmerised by Lemon's gaze, unable to tear her eyes away as the car swayed 
gently, cocooning them in a world of their own. 


As rain pattered against the car's roof, Lemon's lips met Emma's in a tender kiss, sending shivers of 
anticipation coursing through her. Emma's body tingled with excitement every time Lemon's touch sent 
waves of pleasure coursing through her veins. She ached to be touched by another girl—it was a 
sensation unlike anything she had ever experienced before, and she found herself yearning for more. 


With a contented sigh, Emma entwined her fingers with Lemon's beneath the blanket, relishing the 
impropriety and allure of their connection. This was a moment she had dreamt of since she was ten, and 
now it was finally here, enveloping her in a warmth she had never known before. Leaning in, she 
kissed Lemon the way she saw it in the movies, using her tongue to part Lemon's lips with a passion 
born of longing, her senses ablaze with desire. 


Outside, the storm raged on, but inside the car, Emma and Lemon were lost in their own world. The 
misted windows shielded them from prying eyes, allowing them to indulge in their newfound intimacy 
without fear of interruption. Not that it mattered since there was no one around in the storm, but the 
stray passer-by would've had heart attack if they'd spied a schoolgirl and a woman, semi-naked with 
busy blanket-covered hands, as their lips hungrily sought each other. 


Emma was in another world. How could she not be? She was naked in the back of a car with a beautiful 
woman. A circus trapeze artist at that with the craziest nickname ever who was also an Austen lover. 
And right now, this beautiful woman was paying her wonderfully intimate attention. Emma snuggled 
closer to her, if it was even possible, moulded her smaller body to Lemon's, wound her arms around 
her, and buried her face in her neck. 


As the storm outside began to subside, Lemon pulled back slightly, breathless. Emma sat beside her, 
basking in the afterglow of their intimate encounter, her mind buzzing with a newfound sense of 
exhilaration. 


"T want to join the circus," Emma blurted out suddenly with determination. "I want to be like you." 


"You could be my partner." 


"Will you teach me to be a trapeze artist?" 
"T will teach you many things, Miss Emma," Lemon replied, her gaze filled with promise. 
"Then we shall elope together!" 


Lemon closed her eyes and buried her face in Emma's blonde tresses, a contented smile playing on her 
lips. For a long moment, they simply sat together in silence, the only sound the wind's wooing and the 
gentle patter of rain on the car roof. 


"How utterly delicious," Lemon finally said with a huge grin on her face. "Miss Emma, I could kiss 
your lips for the rest of my life." 


As they sat together, gazing out at the misty landscape, Emma drew a heart on the fogged-up window 
—a fleeting reminder of the stormy Monday every time Lemon's car misted up. 


Their parting on the sixth Monday was filled with sloppy kisses, laughter, and dreams of a future 
together. As they went their separate ways, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement about the 
adventures that lay ahead. 


The Seventh Monday 


Emma burst out of the school, her heart racing with anticipation as she skipped along the path, making 
her way to Saltdean cliff. Today was the day she would finally tell her parents about her love for 
another girl. There would be no turning back now. She was determined to tell them everything—about 
their meetings every Monday, how they both love Austen's books, and more—how they kissed, 
passionately, first at the bench, and later in Lemon's car while sheltered from the storm. It all felt like 
something straight out of a romance novel, but it was her reality, and she was ready to reveal all and 
embrace it fully. Oh yes, today was the day. 


As she approached Cecil's bench, Emma was taken aback to find three people gathered around it. Had 
they seen her and Lemon together last time? Were they here to confront her about their forbidden love, 
or to complain about indecency and exposure? 


Drawing closer, she realised their attention was fixed not on her, but on something left on the bench. It 
was a copy of Lemon's Emma. 


But where was Lemon herself? 


Sitting down in her usual spot, Emma picked up the book, a sense of unease settling in the pit of her 
stomach. The people dispersed, seemingly uninterested, but Emma couldn't shake the feeling that 
something wasn't quite right. Lemon would never leave her belongings lying around like this and 
wander off. 


A comer of paper peeked out from between the pages of the book, and Emma's fingers trembled as she 
reached for it. Even before she read the words written on it, she felt a sinking sensation in her chest. 
She knew, deep down, that she would never see Lemon again. 


My Dearest Emma, 


I know this will come as a blow to you, but I am left with no other choice. I hate to leave 
you all alone like this, as though your significance in my life could be so easily dismissed. 
On the contrary, you've changed my life and shaped my existence in ways I never imagined 
possible. I only hope our happy moments together will remain etched in your memory 
forever, as they will in mine. However, an unexpected circumstance requires me to depart 
the town as the circus is moving on, and so I'm expected to follow. Please understand that 
this decision was not made lightly. 


Though our paths may separate for now, I hold onto the hope that fate will one day reunite 
us once again. Until then, take solace in your youth and the promise it holds. I will forever 
try to find the girl called Emma, because she deserves more than a note in a book to tell her 
how much I love her. In the meantime, don't be dismayed, but rather stand resolute and 
courageous, funny and smart. You have a bright future ahead of you, and I have no doubt 
that you will find your own place in it. 


Our parting came fast and unplanned, like a cloud whisked away by the whims of the wind 
on our bench, but the memories will last forever. Let hope guide you until we meet again. 
Even all alone, you can overcome anything, because if I'm sure of one thing, it's that there 
is enough sweetness in you to turn things around when life gives you a Lemon. 


With each step you take, remember that my love walks beside you. 


Forever yours, 
Kate 


Could she reach out to anyone? Call anyone? She didn't have any numbers, not even Lemon's. In fact, 
she didn't even know where she lived. Come to think of it, she didn't know her surname or how old she 
was. They shared a passion for Jane Austen and each other, and there had been no need for anything 
else. 


Feeling numb and hollowed out, Emma sat up, her mind grappling with the sudden void that Lemon's 
departure had left behind. She wondered if Lemon might still see the heart she had drawn on the misted 
window of her car. Could something so insignificant still change her mind? 


Despite the ache in her heart, a faint smile tugged at the corners of her lips as she opened Lemon's copy 
of Emma. Inside the cover, pencil-written words in Lemon's handwriting pierced through her sorrow: 
For my beloved Miss Emma, if I loved you less, I might be able to talk about it more. As she held the 
book to her chest, tears streamed down her cheeks. 


Emma's eyes followed the cliff edge. The ramblers had gone; she was the only person sitting on the 
bench. The solitude enveloped her like a shroud. She realised since Lemon came into her life for a few 


hours on six Mondays, it had taken a new direction. Lemon left a lasting mark on her soul, forever 


changing the landscape of her heart, and with this realisation Emma knew that she'd never come to 
Saltdean cliff again. 


Without Lemon, there was nothing new to discover, to learn, to love... The world had lost its vibrancy, 
its colours fading into muted shades of autumn leaves. Her first love blew over like the wind over 
Saltdean, like the tidal current washing the shore of her footsteps. 


The End 


